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HE midworning Colorado sun

beat down upon a restloss 1t

tle group of men on the steps

of the Fort Morton court

Bouse, upon the dusty cottonwood treos

growlng dispiritedly on each side of

the rond that stretched awny from the

ttle sandy square to bocome, o few

hundred ynrds bolow, the miln street

of the tows, und upon the tin reofs of

the two story brick or frume wtores on

ench nide of It, The Jury had been oul

overnlght nnd, aithough It wus 10

o'clock In the morning, bad glven no

#lgn.  The prisoner had not yet beoy

brought up from the county jnll near

by, nud the group of men directly o

terested In the proceedings were sit

ting and lounglng nbout the steps, smok-

Ing nud enrrying on desultory conver

| satlon,  ‘Fhe distelet Judge, slitiog on

\ the top step, was mn eastern colloge

man, nhout forty years of age, once an

athlete nud wtill with & trim, slender

fgure. The only touch of the westery

v hin dross was the gray slouch hat

worn atrulght and firmly set upon his

brown halr,

o “A pretty bit of grasing land,” hbe

© wak maylng to the sherilf as he looked

out over the level pralele, dotted hers

and there with an ndobe shack apd oo
caslonal bierds of cattle,

The sheriff, o brawny, blue shirted

oung fellow of thirty, with unkemp

alr and mustache, uncrowsed hiln boot

of his corduroy trousers und yawned.
An hin cont was thrust back with the
movement the butt of his 44 ealibor
“gun' might be seen.
Ing, hie drew out n large sliver wateh
and studied 1t absontly,

The smnll boys umong the group of
bhangors on In front of the steps were
begulling themselves tossing ball, and
the prosecuting attorney, u young grad
uate from the east who had come up
from 'uchlo, ealled out

"Here you ire, Johinnle!
cauteh!"

The small boy who lind the ball grin:
ped sheopishly and threw It at him,

“Harder; harder!” sald the young
lawyor cheerlly, “That's no way to
pitch n bmll. Throw It In this way."
And the boy's hands wers scorched an
be caught the return,

“Say, kin yon pltch a curve? he
asked, “Let's wee you do It

“All rlght," sald Hardy, rising good
paturedly and taking off his coat.
“Here you go. Hold on” he added.
“You couldn't cateh 1t if I Aid. Here,
Mr. Hackett; go out thers and let me
throw you u fow curves.'

1 The others luughed at this, for Hack-

ett, the senlor conusel for the defense,
also up from 'ueblo for the trinl, was
an enormous wlddle aged Hoosler, slx
foet two In helght and welghlog 200
pounds. Ile hnd o mass of criwp black
halr and wore & binck broadeloth frock
coat nnd trousers, low turned down
collnr and rendy made tle. He was
slow wmoving and ponderous, though
forceful nnd shrewd In his profession,
deliberate of wpeech und anythlug buot
an athlete,

“"Here, I'll cateh you," exclulmed the
Junlor counsel, Blake, # somowhat
lanky, powerfully bullt westerner, rls-
Ing and depositing his rough brown
sack cout beside Hardy's,

"Gew, you've gut muscle!” be added,
rubbing his handas after the first puss.

“Hurray!" yelled the small boy, “That
was a corker, (it on to them curves,
Clarence!" he erled In worshipful ad-
miration,

“Wouldn't mind a little of that exer-

1\ cloe mynelf," sald the judge, rising in-
’ “terestedly nud hesltating on the steps.
i
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“Why not have a little game while
we are wilting?" anid Hardy, half jok-
Ingly. "Come on, sherif!”

Moved by a common |mpulse the It
tle group brightened up, threw away
thelr clgnr ends und moved half apolo-
getically Into the sandy square, At the
1 left of the courthousa and adjolning it

was o umall open fleld of well trodden,

" dusty grass, where a scratch ball game
was played occaslonally and where
’ harses were tethered durlng court. One
of the small boys was dispatched for a
sultable bat and ball und a catcher's
| glove, and by the time the sldes were
| arranged he eame roclug back with
{ them, highly excited, followed by sev-
eral other small boys,
No one had the slightest Idea of be-
ing drawn Into a game when he left
the steps, but the reaction had worked
jnsidiously. The trlal had been a par-
ticularly exclting one, and those who
bad followed It were tired after (he
three days' strain In the 11 ventilated
courtroom, The sympathies of all had
undoubtedly been with the prisoner, al
though the state had been vigorous In
its prosecation and the judge had con-
sclentlously done his duty, Murder
bad been committed at Jamestown
Creek a few months previously, though
| A change of venue bhad been obtalned

to Fort Morton, the prisoner's own

town. Copperthwalt bad always been
| a qQuiet, law ablding ranchman, He
was under thirty yoars of age, big,
broad shouldered and swarthy, dim.
dent In manner and somewhat alow of
speech, though be bad been slowly and
thoroughly angered In a quarrel over a
bunch of cattle, HBix or elght stoers
had been branded twlce, one mark
over the other, and the dlspute urose
i pover this, Duke, the victim of the
/ whooting, hnd horne & bad reputation,

ed legs, stralghtensd out one of them, |
pushed his hand deep Into the pocket |

Without reply-|

or lows uncasy durlpg his Infrequent
visits, 1o had killed bis man apd had
been known to boast of It several times
In Flynn's saloan. Aftor this last quar-
el he hnd sworn to shoot Copperthwalt
on slght, The quarrel had oceurred fn
the morning. That afternoon Copper:
thwalt had Just left the Bagle hotel to
mount his mustang tled to the hitching
post In front, when Duke bappened to
turn the corner,

“Fere comoen Duke!" n bystander ex.
clalmed, Copperthwait started and
eaught sight of his adversary, Duke
stopped short and put his band behind
him, und Copperthwalt, quick as a
fluah, fired once and put a bullet be
tween Duke's eyes, Ho had offered no
reslstance to arrest and pow was In
the rough little jall near by while the
twelve good men and true delibernted
in the hot buck room under the tin roof
of the courthouse.

"I guess my bands are a little too
noft to play,” sald the judge good na-
turedly, feellng n qualm aw to the ap-
propriateness of his joining nctively In
the wport, “but I'll be umplre If you
want me."

The two teams were quickly formed,
the Comanches against the Kloux, The
Bloux won the toss nnd took the fleld,
and the Comanches were giruck out In
one-two-three order. When the sides
chnoged, Hardy, the prosecuting nttor
ney, took the box, and Blake, the jun.
for counsel for the defanse, caught him.
After much urglug the judge hud con-
sented to preside over frst baso, sluce
Mr, Hackett had positively rofused to
play and had been made umplre by
general acelnlm, Ans soon as bis honor
fouud himself contless nnd on the fleld
he threw himself Into the battle with
the greatest enthuslanm.

There wan many an evidence of
“softuness' In the condition of the play

o

| He Ared once and Put a bullet between

Ihike's eyes.
ers nnd n noticeable tendency to let
awlft balls go by rather than grapple
them with fingers unused to the bard
fmpnet. Wild throws to bases were
not Infrequent, and In consequence
there were much base steallng and hi-
larious sarcasm from the players ou
both teams. The official relations of
these wen were for the time lost sight
of. They were merely healthy, enthu-
| slustle Amerlcans, feellng the Joy of
tingling blood In thelr velns, the zest
of friendly competition and of physical
exarcise.

The runs were frequent and the er-
rors numerous, and at the end of the
third Inning so many hands were sore
and so mauy arms growing stiff that it
was mutually declded by the teams to
call the next Inning the last. The score
stood eloven runs for the Comanches
(the team made up of Judge Hilller,
Hardy, Biake, the keeper of the Bagle
botel and one or two other witnesses),
and nine for the Bloux, the battery of
which was formed by the court clerk
and the sherlff, whose bheavy long
boots, extending far up Inslde his cor
duroys, detrocted somewhat from any
grace of movement be might have had
as he lent his entire soul and mind to
the clerk's erratic curves, ably backed
up by the asslatant prosecutor, the ste-
pographer and severnl witnesses,

At the beginning of the fourth and
concluding Innlng the deputy sheriff
had come up with the prisoner, who
was not bandeuffed, and they becnme
interested onlookors,  Copperthwait's
nerve had been superb throughout the
trial, and be seemed to take au Intense
Interest In the game,

Just after play had commenced
Hardy knocked a hot grounder to
“short," who flelded the ball Hercely to
first base. The baseman caught It, put-
ting Hardy out and then quletly re-
marked:

“That settles
thumb!"

“Bee here, old man," Hardy panted,
exumining 1t, “It's broken,'

“Well, never mind, Let somebody
take my place, IHere, some one—you,
Mulllgan, Come and take the base,
I'm out of 1.

“Guess not,” sald Mulligan, the
deputy, "I aln't pluyed ball slonce”—

“tJoon with the game!" cried a dozen
others excltedly, “Home one, any one,
take the base!"

“Here, Copperthwalt, play first base,
We'vo only got to hold 'em down this
foning, and we'll beat 'em eawy,
There's one out already."

Copperthwalt looked uncortalnly at
the deputy, then at the judge, and
quickly pulled off bis cout and stepped

me! T.ook at thie

and the villoge street was usually more

o the base. Wis face shawed clearly

tarpeted with roses,

the prison pallor, and this warm sus-
light and fresh alr seemed wonderfully
w#weot to bhis spirit. Taken wsuddenly
away from the aetive, vigorous life of
the ranch, for seven months confined
In a dreary prison, the world had
seemed gradually te recede from his
life. This sudden contrast of green,
open fleld, ringlng with the hearty
volces of his fellow men, aund the
vislon of the free, lmitless prairie on
all aldes wan a tragle one to the man,
He glanced at the players about him,
pausing lo the game and thinklog only
of It

“Go ahead,” he mald quietly,
pl.,‘l!

The Comanches falled to make & run
during the rest of the Inning, and
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when the Bloux eame In they made two
runs almost at once, tylng the m.i
amid groat enthuslasm.

As Copperthwalt came to the bat it
wan evident that the psychologienl mo- |
ment of the sport had arrived, Every-
thing had been completely forgotten |
save the game, and so Intense was the |
Interest that the appronch of the court- |
bouse Janitor was entirely unnoticed.
He bad come slowly down from the
steps and, after n few moments of
bewlldered wsurprise, stood leaning |
agalpsat u tree near the catcher, wateh- |
Ing the prisoner us he slowly moved |
the bat backward and forward over
the plate. l

“One balll" yelled Mr. Hackett, mop-
plug bls neck with Lis handkerchlef, |

l
|

]
|

“T'wo balls!"

“Strike one!”

“Three balls!"

Crack!

The ball flew stralght from the bat
lilgh above the right flelder's head, and
Copperthwalt was safe on second be-
fore the ball was felded In.

The Janltor bhegnn to grow very un-
easy nnd edged slowly down the fleld
towuril the frst baseman, The crowd
yellwl aw Copperthwalt, stlll panting,
edgd off toward thind. Harvey turn-
ed suddenly and tried to cateh blm
nnpping, but in his excltement he
threw o Httle wild, the busemun missed
It and Copperthwalt reached third
amid much uproar. The Sloux were
ull gnthered now In o frantle crowd
between third and bome, yelling ke
thelr prototypes, and the Comanches
wore ulio nolsy.

“Go It, Copperthwalt,” shouted his
team mates, “Get home nnd we'll win
the gnme! Btendy, now! Look out,
look out! Don't let them cateh you!™

“Now, Handy," pleaded the judge,
“for heaven's sake, play balll Don't |
let bl make this run!” [

“Steady, Hardy!" sald the catcher,
“Watch my signs.”

The Janltor had crept up close to |
first base, '
“Bay, Judge,” he whispered to his
houor, who was pow dancing like an
Indlan and watching every move of |
the pitcher and Copperthwalt with de-
vouring anxlety—"say, judge, the jury
has come In and 8 ready with the |
verdiet.” [
“Oh, to h— with the Jury! lm;>p«!|
out the judge. "Goon with the game!"” |
Hardy slammed In the ball stralght
over the piate, the baseman bunted It |
for n sucrifice bit and Copperthwalt,
who had crept nearly halfway, rushed
In and slid trinmphantly to the plate |

on hls stomuach,

“Kafe!” yelled the nmplre, and pan-
demonlum broke loose [

“1 guess safe's the word, all right.”
muttersed the janltor to the deputy,
who had Instently stacted for the
prisoner. "1 had n wink from the fore.
man of the jury as he came In."

Deatk From Lockjaw
never follows an injury dressed with
Bucklen's Arnica Salve. Its antiseptic
and healing properties prevent blood
poisoning. Chas. Oswald, merchant, of
tensselnersville, N. Y., says: “It cured |
Seth Burch, of this place ,of the ugliest
sore on his neck I ever saw.” Cures
Cuts, Wounds, Burns and Sores. 250
at Charles Rogers, drug store. -

The Pittaburg givl who pavs £100,000
for her foreign title probably understand
that  the divoree
1,000,000,

gometimes  costs

Deadly Serpent Bites
are as common in India as are stomach
and liver disorders with us. For the lat-
ter however there is a sure remedy:
Electric Bitters; the great restorative
medicine, of which S, A. Brown, of Ben-
nettsville, 8. C, says: “They restored
my wife to perfect health, after years
of suffering with dyspepsia and a chroni-
eally torpid liver” Electric Bitters
cure ohills anod fover, malaries, bilious-
ness, lame back, kidney troubles and
bladder disorders. Sold on guarantee by

Charles Rogers, druggist. Price 50c.

Princes=s B’ pathway to Madvid was
The hard sledding
will come on the velum trip.

Following the Flag.

When our soldiers went to Cuba and
the Philippines, health was the
important consideration, Williz T. Mor-
gan, retived Commissary Sergeant U. 8,
A, of Rural Route 1, Concord, N. H.,
says, 1 was two years in Cubs and two
J'L“Ill'n in the Philippines, and being sub
joct to colda, I took Dr, King's New Dis-
covery for Consumption, which kept me
in perfect health, And now, in New
Hampahire, we find it the best medicine
In the world for coughs, colds, bronehlal
troubles and all lung diseases, Guaran-
teod at Charles Rogers, drugglet. Prioe
00 and $1.00. Trisl bottle free -
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Thoroughly Illustrated

By 265 Actual Photographs
taken at the time of the Awful

Catastrophe
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This great book which retails at $1.50
and so much desired by every one is now

offered as a premium with

The

Morning Astorian

In order to get the Book subscribe for
the MORNING ASTORIAN at the regular
subscription rate, 66¢ a month and 50c
cost of express-

to cover
subscribers

addditional

age. Old can

book by paying the additional charge of 50c.

Only a limited number of books
will be given away---come early and

avoid the rush,

COR00000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000000000000




